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Urania. 411 

after shadow : after that which seems to be, but is not. His 
symbolism and smack of the allegorical are affected, not real ; 
dodges of art and tricks of literary legerdemain, not earnest 
presentations of the ideal through the fluctuating rhythm of 
the real ; effects deliberately adopted ; the antique idealism 
of the old masters measured off by the yard, by way of liter- 
ary gilding and atmosphere. He deals in artistic mystifica- 
tions, not in mysticism. 



URANIA. 

By John Albkk. 



Thick grow beneath my feet the clover leaves, 
Yet I the four-leaved never chance to find; 

Some blank and fatal number always weaves 
Its cipher strange 011 all my moody kind. 

But once by love my idle youth was stirred, 
When the heart yearns nor knows for what it yearns; 

"When we are captive to a glance or word 
From the same fire that in our bosom burns. 

That flame expires ; but life some glow retains, 

Beneath the ashes of the passions' strife ; 
In me the fond heart as of old hath pains, 

But hides like other men its inward life. 

When comes the afternoon the day is done ; 

A gentler warmth, but no resistless heat; 
From whst proud heights looked down the radiant sun 

When first I, honored, sat beside her feet! 

The ground with clover blooms was fragrant then, 
And all the happy flowers she knelt above 

Looked into eyes which made them bloom again 
And keep a longer summer for her love. 

Wave fell on wave of unbound, sunny hair; 

And her faint eyebrow's pencilled curve was drawn 
Across a low, sweet forehead, chaste and fair 

As hers who hunts the deer at early dawn. 

Thenceforth such fearful hopes and hopeful fears 

As all first lovers' eager hearts control 
Rose in me day and night, in joy or tears, 

Till self was gone and she possessed my soul. 
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412 Shakespeare's "Measure for Measure.'''' 

Nathless* by thought infirm my fate I sealed. 

Would my unconquered take this gemmed ring? 
Ah! if at last herself she did not yield, 

Could I, ah! could I do, undo one thing? 

Could I act my part — O! would nature teach — 
If, sometime sitting in the falling eve, 

That strange prophetic silence we should reach 
Which holds the only word the lips must leave? 

O ere that pause be broke, and word be brought 
Upon thy parted lips, do thou restore 

My timid purpose in thy perfect thought, 
As soul calls back the doubting soul once more! 

Why should I doubt the most what is most dear? 

They say that love makes bold; timidly I 
From all I most desire still most do fear, 

While pass the slow, swift hours unacted by. 



As two birds journeying from different lands 
Kest'in the green-leafed tree, then hold their way, 

Each for some other home where fate commands, 
So stayed, so passed two souls one blissful day. 

Now hope and fear are dead — nor all, nor qttite, 
For oft in dreams returns to me more sweet, 

Like distant music in a summer night, 
The love that bound me captive at her feet. 

All passions, all desires return no more; 

The beauty and the worth in her I loved 
Remade the world, and opened wide the door 

To realms of thought with calmer beauty moved. 



SHAKESPEARE'S " MEASURE FOR MEASURE." 

By D. J. Snider. 

This play belongs to the class of special or mediated dra- 
mas in accordance with the distinction made in the preceding 
essays. The collision has a tragic depth and earnestness ; 
the fundamental tone of the whole work is serious and even 
dark, notwithstanding the comic nature of certain portions. 
The conflict, however, is mediated, and the persons are saved 
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